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its beauty nor its strength; and a figure seen in sickly
illumination at the end of a long corridor, or touched by
the white gloom of windows at the head of the great stair-
case, had the appearance of a wraith which advanced and
vanished and appeared again, formless in that struggling
fantasy of light.
Lewis had completed his first sifting and annotations
of Dirk van Leyden's papers. The translations, with
Julie's aid, were done. In a couple of months, perhaps—-
certainly in the early spring—his selection and final order-
ing would be finished. "And I shall have no more reason
then to live in the tower," he said.
"Then you must play Penelope/' Julie answered.
"Uncle Pieter will never know how near you are to the
end. Besides, where should you go?"
"To the cottage/' Lewis said.
"And I?"
They let the subject drift away from them until one
morning Ballater came in through a blizzard to say that
his uncle was dead. His cheeks were pink, his eyes spark-
ling; he stood by the stove in the library, warming his hands
and rubbing them; he did what he could to seem grave
and mournful but could not conceal his joy.
"That means the Ballater acres for you?" Lewis asked.
Ballater grinned. "It means more than that. It means
leave to England. They granted it to Jerram when his
father died; they'll grant it to me. And once in England,
it's easy enough to get parole extended and extended. If
the war ends next spring, I probably shan't come back/'
"Then you'll leave the cottage—for good?" Julie said,
"What will RamsdeU do?"
"Hasn't decided. Probably live in the Hague or join
up with the people at Haarlem." He looked round him at
the long windows and the crowded shelves, at the table
spread with Lewis's pipes, at Lewis himself and Julie;
then searchingly at the door that barred the walled stair*
case to her room,
"It's odd/' he said. "Next spring I should have been in
Enkendaal two years. Now I'm going away and I haven't

